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Woman was "My wife" whom Heaven gave to me,

Until slie bade ailieu to enter realms where sorrow is unknown
She left me with a charge to guide o'er life's rough sea,

Until thf i-AvXh reclaims what really is its own.

Woman, wa.s ".My d.iUKhtfr," of youiiK and t.-nder Ajie,

Driven by niisfoituue from her i-hildhood's home;
(rod holds "that key" that will all sorrows yet assuage,

And leunite the ones that were enforced to roam.

Winnan swayed tlu- scei'ti-e with a lo\ ins; hand,

'I'lial br(jught lier sulij'c ts in communion with each other;

lb r notilc deeds now sin-ak in every pan of India's land,

\"»'itli liei- name in i-e\ ei-.^u . lifld. as India's faithful mother.

Who can. limb tli.' liills uf woman's loft>- thoughts,

Or penetrate the depth of love luucealed in w(/man's heart;

Who enumerate the blesfings woman's zeal has brought
Upon the fettered slave once jiiei-i ed liy Satan'.-- clart.

Woman sits beside the cou' b .ail tbioui;ii the night

And cools the parting lips ili..t bespeak the fever lical;

Slie mourns I lie dai'kness of tliat siaii that li.is no ray of lig'nt,

As .silo counts that feeble pulse tliat has almost ceased to beat.

There are Mary's yet within many a httnible home,
Who could entertain the stringer and i.atlie the weary feet'

And there are angels yet who i>n the earth still roam,
Tliat in the future will enjoy the right hand seat.

I 111 Cah.irs's ila:l< nioniil. where stood llie motley crowd
To behold ,i si ene. tlie il.ai-kness in the ann.ils of the age;

There woman stood \vith !iea<l in deepest soriow bowed,
"To llini .alone," v\ ho louid lier liitter grief assuage.

Woman tliere beheUl her Son upon the igiiominous cross,

I !t I \\ een two thieves who were rightly doom< d to die:

She knew not t'v o her gain came through her loss

< if "( Un- Kiny," w lio . ried "lOloi' j^loi' lama sa '>acht liani,"

Woman has arisen to the highest pinnacle <if fame,
Hy seeking to amelior.ite and lessen other's waies;

She has iiroved herself well woiihy of a name
That will yield a richer perfume than the summer rose.

"Tis woman sows the seed within the youihful heart,

That in Its aiiopinted time matuics to golden grain;

She watches all the tares that from the surface start.

And quickly saps the roots ere they can sprout again.

It was woman first communed with our risen Lord,
Whom the grave with Its shackles could no more contain;

It was she who spread the welcome news abroad.

That He who dieil npon the cross was now alive again

How often words a'e sptu'iied that come from woman's heart,

Beciuise her earthly garment jortrays her humble birth:

Ood knows how nobly she has performed her part.

And the angels can rejoice o'er iier deeds of imtoid worth.


